COLD

>Liena lays in her bed, her thin sheets not much help in the breezy room she calls her own.
>It kind of stinked not having much of a voice, but she didn't mind it too much.
>Great, now her legs were all icy cold.
>How does a room get to this temperature?! The house is completely heated...
>Liena pokes her head out of her room, the long and wide hallway showing several doors of her siblings.
>At the end of the hallway lead to their father's room, the man with the plan...
>Lincoln L. Loud himself, Liena's favorite man, her role model, her...prom date...
>That was one time... She didn't have anyone to go with...
>Still freezing her butt off...
>She quickly makes her way down the carpeted hall. For some reason, the hallway isn't as warm as she thought...
>She makes her way to the door at the end of the hall, gently opening it to not disturb the occupant too much...
>Near the back left corner stood a beefy computer setup... She never got into technology and all that...
>What she came for rested in the middle of the room.
>Her dad's big comfy, double mattressed, heated, amazing bed.
>The soft glow from the hallway's small top window cascaded the room in a silent light.
>Barely bright enough to wake the grown man from his restul slumber...
>"Mmmmh, huh? Who's there..." He stretched, looking at the door.
>Much to his sleepy surprise, his quietest daughter, Liena stood in the frame.
>"Oh, sweety... What's wrong? Someone botherin' ya?"
>Liena shook her head slightly before pointing to Lincoln's bed.
>"Cold..."
>When Lincoln realized what Liena wanted in the end, he sighed, not out of annoyance, but out of contempt...
>"Alrighty...hop on in... Come on."
>Raising the cover, he patted the warm spot next to him for his daughter to get in.
>Smiling slightly, Liena crawled into her father's bed alongside him, immediately snuggling up to him.
>With a tired and sleepy smile, Lincoln drapes the cover over her, wraps his arms around his girl, and returns to bed.
>Liena happily cuddles with her papa even more, getting as warm as possible, enjoying every second.
>Especially enjoying every second of feeling a few glares coming from some of the previously open doors.
>Especially the jealous glares of a certain Leia and Lupa...
>'I'm his favorite...'
>The End...